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I'd find the tawny cock-horse a out,

what sort of bird it was !
AES. It was a sign, you stupid dolt,

engraved the ships upon.
DI.   Eryxis* I supposed it was,

Philoxenus's son.
EU. Now really should a cock be brought

into a tragic play ?
AES. You enemy of gods and men,

what was your practice, pray ?
EU.  No cock-horse in my plays, by Zeus,

no goat-stag there you'll see,
Such figures as are blazoned forth

in Median tapestry.
When first I took the art from you,

bloated and swoln, poor thing.
With turgid gasconading words

and heavy dieting,
First I reduced and toned her down,

and made her slim and neat
With wordlets and with exercise

and poultices of beet,
And next a dose of chatter]uice,

distilled from books,c I gave her.
And monodies she took, with sharp

Cephisophon d for flavour.
I never used haphazard words,

or plunged abruptly in;
Who entered first explained at large

the drama's origin
And source.
AES.                Its source, I really trust,

was better than your own